FIRST DAT

"^T IT yELL, why don't you?" said she.

%/%/ I had just remarked that the way I should
T T really like to take a holiday would be by
going through the South and West of England on a
horse. I had, I said, when young, done a very great deal
of walking in those parts. I had regularly walked home
from Cambridge to Devonshire, and, later on, I had
done several long walks with nothing in my pocket
except what I picked up by cutting people's grass or
holding horses' heads. Then, after the war, for year
after year, I had escaped the urban pressure in a car
and investigated inns and churches and just rung up
anybody I knew within driving distance for a bed for
one night. But cars, I said, go too fast, and have to be
driven, and tempt one to go too far. And, on foot, I
said, one sometimes gets impatient with dull country,
and annoyed because one cannot see over the hedges.
"A horse," I said, "would be the ideal thing; a horse at
a walking pace with just an occasional trot.5'

"Well, why don't you?" said she.

"All sorts of reasons," I replied. "For one thing I
don't suppose that nowadays you could get a horse put
up in this country. When I was young every country-
pub had 'Good Accommodation for Man and Beast'
written up on it. The sign might well still stand as half
the motorists are beasts, but they don't expect horses
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